of r 

Ser. It is toy Lord. 

Hot. That Roan fhali be my throne. Well, I will backchi m 
£tTaigh?,Efperance, bi^ r Sut/er leade him forth into the Paike, 
iLadj. But heat e you, my Loid, 

Hot* What fay ft thou»my Lady ? 

La. What is it carries you away ? 

Hot. W by,tny horfe (my lout) my horfe. 

La . Out you mad-headed ape,a weezelhath not iuch a dea!e 
of fp!eene,as youaretoft with. In fayth ile know yourbufines. 
Harrjyibat I wil:I fcare,my brother Mortimer doth ftir about 
his tide, and hathftnr for you to line his cnterprizc,but if you 
Hot. So far aioor,I fhali be weary,loue. . (goe, 

4 L a. Come, come, you Parraquito, anfwcr mce diredly vnto 
this qucftion that I fhali aske: in fayth ile brcakethy littlcfin- 
Harry find ifthou wilt not tell me all things true. 

Hot. \way,away,you trifkr,loue;I louc thee not; 

I care not for thee, Kate , this is no world 
To play with mammets,and to tilt with lips, 

Wemufl haue bloody nofes,and crackt crownesi 

And pafle them currant too: gods me my horfe. • I. 

W hat faift thou Kate,whu wouldft thou haue with me ? 

La. Dee you not louc me? doe you not indeedc ? 

W ell,doe not then? for fince you Joueme not, 

J will notloue my felf’e. Doe you not loue me ? 

Nay, tell me, if you fpeakein ieft, or no? 

J7<?r.Come,wiIt thou fee me ride? 

And when I am a horfe-backe, I will fweare, 

I loue tbeinfinitely.But barke you Kate, 

I mu ft not haue you hencefoi th queftion me 
W hither I goe : nor rcafon whereabout : 

Whithef I muft, l muft : and to conclude, 

Thiseuening muft i leaue you, gentle Kates 
I know yti.u wife, but ytt no farther w ife. 

Then Harfy Percies w ife Conftantyou are 3 
But yet a woman, and for fecrecie. 

No Ladyclofer,forI will belteue, 

Thou wilt not vtrer what thou doft not know i 
And fo far wilU truft thee, gentle Kate* 

•» La* 
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Kota Not an inch fnrthcnbut harKcyou 
Whither I go , thither fhali you goe too : 

Today will I fet forward jto morrow you 8 
Will this content you Kate? 

L 4 * It muft of force. Extant, 

Enter Prince and Pojnes. 

<Prince. Ned? precheccome out of that fat roome,and lend 
Oieetby hand to laugh a little. 

<Poy . Where hall t>eene,??4# ? 

Pm, With three or foure Logger*hcads 7 amongfttIu:;cor 
foure-fcoreHogs-headsv 1 haue founded the very bale firing of 
Humility. Sirra, J am fworne brother to a leafti of Dj awers,and 
can call them all by their Cbriftian names,as Tom , T) ick., and 
Frantis ; they take italready vpon their falua non , that though 
I be Prince of Wales, yet I am the King oTQonrtefte, and tell mee 
flatly, I am not proud facile like Faljiajfe ; but a Corinthian , a 
Lad ofmetalfa good Boy ( by the Lord fb they cal! mee ) and 
when lam King of England , I fhali command all the good 
Lads in Eaffchcap.T hey cal 1 dr inking deepe,dy ing Scarlet ;and 
when you breathe in your watring.tfaey cry hem, and bid you 
play itoff.To conclude, lam fogoodaproficientin o iequar- 
terofanhoure, that I candrinke with any Tinker in bis owne 
Language during my life.I will tell diee,2\(f<i, thou haft loft 
much honor, that thou wert not wnhmeeintbisadion : but 
fweet Ned ; tofwceten which name of Ned . I giue thee this 
penni worth of Sugar, dapt euen now i nro my hand by an vnder- 
skinkcr,onethat neuer fpake other Englifh in his life, then S 
Shillings and <£.pence,and Tost are welcome , with this Thrill ad' 
dition,«^»* n, anon (ir, Shore 4 pint of Baftardm the Half moon , 
orfo.But A T cT,todnue away time till Faijlajfe come, Iprethee 
doe thou ftand in fomeby-roome , while I queftion my puny 
Drawer, to what end he gaue me the Sugar, and do neuer leaue 
calling Fr4»fir,that his tale to me may bee no.hmgjbuc Anon s 
itep afide,and j!e fhew thee aprefent. 

Pomes, Francis • 

'Prince. Thou art per fed. P sixer. Francis, 

r an. Anon, anon fir; lookedown into thepomegranat,R4//e, 

D % Prince. 
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